160        To the Countess of Upper Ossory      [mo

of another coin, The enclosed copy of verses pleased ine so
much, that, though not intended for publication, I prevailed
on the authoress, Miss Hannah More, to allow me to take off
a small number. Though I am an old printer retired from
business, one cannot help now and then rubbing up one's
old calling to oblige a friend, and as your Ladyship used to
deal at my shop, I thought it my duty to present you with
this small tribute in acknowledgement of former favours, and
hope you will receive it favourably from your ancient trades-
man. Perhaps you will smile at a printer talking of his
exchequer; but as all orders entrench on the style of those
above them, while the highest ranks sink so low that the
King of France is a bankrupt, I do not think it too assuming
for an old printer to talk of his till being at as low ebb as
a royal treasury.

It is a very truth that I have nothing to say. The civil
war in France does not proceed half fast enough to supply
correspondence; and our own halcyon days are most un-
fruitful of events. Lord and Lady Waldegrave have been
with me for two days, and are going to Scarborough: we
had nothing but rain to talk on and lament the whole time.
Bonnets Ghost must therefore supply the place of a letter,
and I wish I could often make such amends: your Ladyship
would be a prodigious gainer, and so should I too: it would
be worth my while to keep shop in earnest, if I could often
have such wares to vend. I do think I have some merit
with that tiny commonwealth, that proudly calls itself the
republic of letters (and which, like Cromwell's House of
Lords, is often composed of the dregs of the earth), for
having, sometimes almost by force, obtained for the public
works of intrinsic value or rarity. I shall sit mighty low
on the bench of authors; but Kirgate and I shall not give
place to many printers in the offices of the temple of
fame.d Harveley,Duval d'Espre-
